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GETTINGBETTERGETTINGBETTERGETT INGBETTERGETT INGBETTER 


The Poet 


Sketching his images 

In language, 
Desperatly~faithfully-hopelessly- 
Grasping 

At street people 

Saying, 

“Please come read'i~ 


Still he worked 
On, 
Unsuccessfully 
Building his ego 
On paper. 


Ken Halbach 


the flowers- 


the once delicate roses, 
that were deep rich 
in colour and life, 
so fancily displayed, 
they sit in the huge vase 
seeming so fresh and full- 
soon to die, 
wither away, 
leaving empty places 
where 
they used to live. 


Virginia Hawrysio 


Broken Mirrors 


You're too cluttered with mirrors 
And perfume 

To find room 

Or graciously accept 

My modest vial 

Of love; 

But now it’s over, 

Your mirrors broken = 
Sevenyearsbadluck 

For each one ~ 

Your perfumes spilled 

And 

You don’t smell so pretty 
After all. 

Now my bottles 

Are made of plastic 

And I’ve grown 

Several mirrors of my own. 


Robin Smith 


The wine bottles 
and the flowers 
make me think 


silently 
upon something treasured 
for a brief moment: 
A moment so fleeting 
that I can't remember 
who I was 
remembering. 


Carrol Seymour 


If there were no cars, 

Or buses, 

And 

It was a three day journey 
To me 

On foot, 

Would you still visit me 
On consecutive 

Thursdays, 

To watch my colour T.V.? 


Robin Smith 


Sadness To Death 


I wasn't brought here to live 
Nor to be sent to school for 
I came here to for this 
live twenty ! 
for five 
me years. 
not 
for 
you. 


God damn it the world says 
You live your life, 
And I shall live mine, 
(Hendrix said) 
Why wait to go to hell, 
That is what the world is coming to. 
(Joplin said) 
We are pretty close to death, 
So the needle might end it? 


end 
end 
end 
end 
We need some peace now? 
peace 
peace 


Let's start to love this world; 
Before we end like Joplin and Hendrix? 


Death? Death? Death} Death? 


Tom Rowntree 
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emotions 


to follow with your eyes, 
a heron on the river, 


and discover yourself gliding- 


to lay down on the grass, happy, 
and listen to a tearful tale- 


to drive like a madman 

in the night without the lights 
to see if it’s that 

difficult to die- 


to talk for hours on end 

to a fisherman about nothing 

so as not to feel that 

inside of you something is dying- 


to squeeze your hands 
to close your eyes 


to cease the love inside of you 
which has no reality 


in your mind- 


you call these, 
if you wish, 


emotions. 


Virginia Hawrysio 





The 16th Floor Conspiracy 


From a sixteenth floor 

Vantage point 

The city is put 

In its place 

Splendidly displaying its 

High - rise - never - meet - your -~ neighbour 
Way of life. 

The smog - temporarily 

Hazingphasingout distant 

Buildings. 
Nothing - less - little. 
Then back in view. 


little - less ~ nothing 


Ken Halbach 


A Beginning? 


It all began 

(as all the fairy tales admit), 
a long time ago. 
I cannot quite decide where; 
there is no definite spot 
to pin point 
and say, “Ah yes, 
that year 
began our story." 
For each year was carried forward 
by the one behind, 
and surely was it not 
the one behind 
that formed 
the one ahead? 
With this philosophy in mind 
I go beyond ry life 
and that of my parents, 
and finding myself removed 
from the story 
I want to tell 
I come back 

and stop 

here. 


Carrol Seymour 
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A declawed cat crouches, 
ready 

to pounce and 
devour the prey. 
A wingless bird hides 
its time while waiting 
to migrate. 
And here you sit 
speechless, waiting to 
converse. 


Vikki Haddrall 


LOVE 

Sweet lips 
Broken heart 

One happy moment 
Worthless now 
Sweet memories 
While I cry 
Sour taste 


Of love gone by. 


Mario Dirocco 
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Old Scars to Tend 
Alone on a park bench 
Stale bread in hand -~ 
What does one speak of . 


To such a sad man? 


Amongst a crowd of children 
One sits without a toy - 
What comfort can one give 


To such a sad boy? 


Standing on a busy corner 
Smoothing a silent baby’s curl- 
What can a stranger offer 


To such a sad girl? 


After sleep, nightmare filled, 
Feeling tired, sick and worn - 
How long can the sun shine 


On such a sad morn? 


The reverend in the parish 
Without children or a wife - 
How can he pray each day 


For such a sad life? 


Elderly gents in “old folks“ homes 
Just old scars to tend - 

How can one be satisfied 

With such a sad end? 


Robin Smith 
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To Whom it Concerns 


Get off your pedestal, Cur-dog of Erebus 
Or rather 
(since you will not) 
Stay 
there, 
Fall when it falls. 
The chains with which you choke 
Others 
Will strangle you 
And the voice with which you strike terror 
Will not command 
Pity. 
As the pieces crumble 
fall 
you 
will 


Past the snivelling 
grovelling 
Pack, 
Debased 
and 
Dehumanized beyond all ken 
of thought 
or word 
Into the heart of Hell itself 
Where Charon 
Eternal ferryman over the river Styx 
Awaits. 
And I will pay 
the offering coin 
For you, 
But not of gold or silver 
As law demands 
But of base copper 
As you are base, 
And the river of fire 
Is home 
To those who cheat 
The boatman. 


Sharon Chisholm 
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listen 


lying in bed saturday morning, 
watching the day drift by, 


lying in bed wondering 


what’s going on outside, 
close your eyes and listen.... who, what, when, where, why? 
who's to say from listening to 


what's going on outside? 
why do I want to touch you? 


in the distance, begause you are 
far off, my friend. 
the alley ways, a scream, I do not have lovers: 


they are paying 


with bull dogs and alley cats ani Weying 


fighti 
PENRE liabilities; 


until one is ; ; 
I just have friends 


d ad. 
efeate eer 
still further in the distance, me 
int 
the sound of sirens, tato 
dreains . 
speeding cards, burning buildings and ee ne 


the scent of burning wood? 


listen very carefully, 
at the birds soft chirp, 
chirp, 
chirp. 
listen, 
listen, 
listen as the day drifts by. 


Sandy Dupuis 





A 


Outside Gallery 


the people 
walk across 


the moist green grass 
bending down 
curiously, without interest, 


at the hard original paintings. 


they move slowly along, 
whispering to 
each other 
of the hard work done 
by the tall old man 
standing 
before them, watching 
their actions, faces, 
trying to attract 


their money. 


Virginia Hawrysio 


Five 
Houselights 
Dots of meagre 
Light 
Bluestreak for streetlights 
All that is seen 
in the 
Swirling grey 
Snowstorm 
Puffs to 
Gusts 
Flakes to 
Ice 
Cruelty in the driving blasts 
Vieious in their blinding force 
Screaming 
Around the house 
And through the eaves, 
Rattling the windows 
Because I'm safe 
Inside 


Sharon Chisholm 
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I am going to try and beat 
the others 

who face my dreams 

and reach towards 

my goals. 


It is important 
that I get there first. 


If it appears I am hurrying 
do not be alarmed, 

I will just run 

past you, 

on my way 

to life. 


Carrol Seymour 


Strangers 

are we 

still, 

after so many 
months of being 
together. 


Perhaps the summer 
can bring about 
what winter 
failed. 


Carrol Seymour 








in each moment I;ve spent lost 
the world's gone on without me 
everytime I smile I feel a part of all 
but many smiles cannot make up 


one loneliness felt once. 


Jennifer Garayt 


Rose 


A rose 

By any other name =~ 
T'would smell so sweet, 
But would:t sound so fair 
To justify 

The velvet skin 


cr the fragrance there? 


Would the colour captured by that spite 
Be just the shade 


Or ne'er so right? 


The essence of that "fleur d'amour" 
The embodiment within, 

The softness, roundness, entity 

Is vaguely captured, 


Pseudonym. 


Steve Wilsher 
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If I had 
magical powers 
I wouldn't be here. 
Oh no, 
don't get me wrong; 
It's a nice place 
to visit, 
so long as I'm not 
expected 
to stay. 

Sandy Dupuis 


Out there 

a City Stranger came 
in a small tornado 
of leaves whipped up 
by a sulky breeze. 

a faint shadow rested 
on sacred forests, 
once kissed the land 
with gentle sorrow 
and slid back towards 
the plundered streets 


of its domain. 


the grimy grey 

city dweller 

pokes a familiar face 
around mud-red walls 
in pain dulled streets 
and says, "I'm home 
again." 


Linda Smith 


I am here -~ 

With my back to the greening earth 
Faceward to the blue celestial dome, 
Reveling in the May-~dance of 


Sun and Wind, 
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Home Movies 


From little "Dutch Dances" 
And Disneyland fancies, 
Through jet boots and bells, 
Countless miles 
And smiles, 
I travelled 
While you grew. 

Ken Halbach 


Hey there, Drummer Boy! 
think 

of what you have done 
not i should tell 

You Your faults 
at all. 
But take a few bars 
to relax and remember 

a friend 
an old friend 

whom You've deserted 
for a 

new 

Rhythm. 
Vikki Haddrall 


With the promise of Summer diffusing from the horizon, 


But still not totally aware of the time, 
Or the place. 

For in my mind's eye I see yet 

Another time, 

Part yesterday, part tomorrow 

A Spring-Fall time 

Of no extremes. 


Sharon Chisholm 
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If I had the gift of a great poet 

To sing your praises from the mountain 
tops 

And valleys of our Heaven, Burning the Candle 
I would surely make you happy 


whe VEST Os Your Gays- The cat had watched through sulfur eyes 


But I have too little control A shadow on the stairs, 

Of words and thoughts But dismissed it with a feline yawn 

To command them to fashion Preferring more catly cares. 

Themselves in wondrous verse, Thus it was with much verbosity 

And present themselves to you He expressed his shock and fright 

In your gracious life. And glaring, hissed in the candle glow, 


"W i oooo°o i Bei 
I can only give you hy must you write tonight 


The look in my eyes as they soften shaken Casha ln 
When I gaze upon your beauty, 

I can only give you the ache I feel 

In my heart when I am not with you, 

I can give you little 


But myself, and the rest of my days. 


Jill Charlene McSherry Shared Memory 
A 
Summernight 
of 


Whispersoft warmth 

with everything 

SO 
still 

And the damp earthgrass smell 

Clinging 
To the broken blades of grass 
Missiles of the innocent game 
Which ended 
With your kiss. 


Sharon Chisholm 
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And Always Remember Be Kind p 


I rang the bell 

And when invited stepped in. i 
I left my toboggan propped .up.in-the snow, 
Leaning against the wall. 


On it was written, 

"To whomever desires to take this, 

Do so and begone. 

May you have a long life, and a wonderful time, 
And if the thought to ask me along 

Doesn't cross your mind, 

Don't be troubled, 

For I am in good company 

And so be you." 


Beside the toboggan was left a cane, 
A rather quaint one, 

The kind with the knobs on, 

You know? 


This was also mine, 
But I left no note upon it. 


I suppose I was performing some sort of prank 
An experiment, a good turn combined. 

It very well seemed that way, anyway, 

For always the cane remained. 

Upon my departure it was left behind 

The toboggan had gone, disappeared, 

But not from my mind. 


It was a clever little ruse, I thought: 
And always remember be kind. 


Steve Wilsher Who are you, Child? 


A sand clock 
cracked, 


the sand drained out, 


empty 


time has Flowed out 


i am trapped in the infinite, 


timeless chamber 
of life 


i am a hollow whistle for the winds 


of the universe 


the heavy breath 
of satan 


pouring through the aching hole 


in my heart 


who are you Child? 
i am 
no 

one. 


Laura Kovessy 


P a NR, 


‘Lee bo Ree 


